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"Why did he not wait? I should like to have
seen him."

"Oh, he was no one you would have cared
about, Frank," he replied.

I sat with him and took a cup of coffee,
whilst waiting for the train. He was wretchedly
gloomy; scarcely spoke indeed; I could not make
it out. From time to time he sighed heavily,
and I noticed that his eyes were red, as if he
had been crying.

"What is the matter?" I asked.

" I will tell you later, perhaps. It is very hard;
parting is like dying," and his eyes filled with
tears.

We were soon in the train running out into
the night. I was as light-hearted as could be.
At length I was free of journalism, I thought,
and I was going to the South to write my
Shakespeare book, and Oscar would work, too,
when the conditions were pleasant. But I could
not win a single smile from him; he sat down-
cast, sighing hopelessly from time to time.

"What on earth's the matter?" I cried.
"Here you are going to the sunshine, to blue
skies, and the wine-tinted Mediterranean, and
you're not content. We shall stop in a hotel
near a little sun-baked valley running down to
the sea. You walk from the hotel over a car-
pet of pine needles, and when you get into the